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The Children on Death is a collection of quotes from my two daughters. The 
statements were delivered from when they could talk until the ages of four and six, 
respectively. As someone who has possibly always feared death and has definitely 
feared it smce the sudden death of my best friend at the beginning of senior year 
of high school, mortality is a subject of which I’ve consistently struggled. Having 
children, in many ways, has exacerbated these concerns. The linking of my life with 
theirs has intensified my death ponderings. Still, it’s been liberating to see how 
freely and fearlessly they have grappled with the notion. Death begins abstractly, 
only concretizing into sickness, bodies, and cemeteries later. And so the first 
reaction seems not so much to be fear but fascination. It has been radicalizing and 
therapeutic for me to view my children - who are being raised without religion or 
spirituality - to come to understand what death is and represents. Their struggle 
for meaning has decreased my anxiety somewhat and motivated me to 
recontextualize my understanding of mortality. XXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXXX 




CHILD 1: 

Daddy, you and Mommy need to have more kids 
so that if Sister and me die you won’t be alone. 


CHILD 1: 

Mommy, I just told Sister that on the outside 
she’s my sister 

and on the inside she’s a skeleton. 




CHILD 1: 


Heaven is where you get shooted up to after you die. 
And then that’s where you live. 


CHILD 2: 


[after listening to the Hole lyric, “I made my bed - I’ll die in it”] 

I like when 
they say die. 




CHILD 1: 


CHILD 2: 


1 found Parry Bear. I don’t know if he’s hibernating 


I talk to my brain 
in my brain. 


or dead. 

We have to wait and see if he wakes up. 






CHILD 1: 


Daddy, I wonder what 
you look like when you die. 


CHILD 2: 

(singing to herself on a swing) 

And you will burn 
and your mama will be gone. 
And there will be darkness 
and a ghost. 




CHILD 1: 

(driving past a cemetery] 

The cemetery 
is full 

of skeletons. 


) 


CHILD 2 to CHILD 1: 
(both in a joyous mood] 


Let’s go back to our room 
and kill ourselves! 


) 

) 











CHILD 1: 


Do you know what death means? 

CHILD 2: 

What? 

CHILD 1: 

It means someone can’t hear you so you have to yell. 


CHILD 1: 

| to her sister playing with Anna and Elsa figures ) 

Say she’s dead. 

The mommy’s dead - 
that’s when you look like 
you’re sleeping. 






CHILD 1: 

If you make me cry one more time I’m going to say goodbye 
to my whole family except me. Does that hurt your feelings? 
It would be fun to live in a world with nobody. 


CHILD 1: 

[after being told she and her sister will be friends at everj agej 
But 1 won’t be friends with her when she dies. Because 
when she dies she won’t talk. When she dies she won’t 
open her eyes. And when she dies she won’t move. 





CHILD 1: 

|while planting tulip bulbsj 

You know what I’m thinking about right now? 

FATHER: 

What? 

CHILD 1: 

I’m thinking about when I’m going to die...Do you know 
when you’re going to die, Daddy? 

FATHER: 

No. 


CHILD 1: 

1 think I’m gonna die on Saturday. 


CHILD 1: 


Fating l/ainting] is when you 
and then wake up again. 





THE CHILDREN ON DEATH 


CHILD 1: 

Sister, I love you, but 
when people get old they die. 

CHILD Z: 

Did you hear that? I fatted. 
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